C   A   L   I   S   T  E

She did not go to bed last night___  But I do not

dare to delay longer.   If it is your fault you will
have no peace for the rest of your life."

She went in and I withdrew, very uneasy. An
hour later I returned: Caliste was gone. They
gave me the casket of the previous day and a letter.
Here it is:

" When I wished to retain you yesterday I could
not succeed. To-day I send you away, and you
obey at the first word. I am leaving in order to
prevent you from committing further cruelties
which would poison the rest of your life, if you
ever came to realize them. I am also sparing
myself the tortures of contemplating in detail a
misfortune and loss which I feel all the more
acutely because I have the right to reproach no one.
Keep, in memory of my love, those trifles which
you admired yesterday; you can do this with the
less scruple because I have resolved to reserve to
myself the most complete right over everything
that I have had from my lord or his uncle."

How can I describe to you, madam, the imbecile
torpor in which I became plunged, and all the
puerile, absurd, and confused considerations to
which my mind confined itself, as if I had become
incapable of any sane view, of any reasonable
thought? Was my lethargy a return of the dis-
order of the brain which the death of my brother
had occasioned? I should wish you to believe it,
otherwise how could you have the patience to
continue reading this? I should wish, above all,
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